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" Patience, my Lord," Sir Eobert mildly remonstrated; " Lord Ruthven has not yet arrived, so let us await Ms coming, as we can do na.ught without him."
" Let him wait who chooses," snarled Lindsay, aflame with indignation; "I will not bide her pleasure, but wherever she be, there will I seek her out."
As he spoke he took several steps toward the Queen's bed-room, but at that moment the Queen opened the door, apparently unmoved, either by the visit or the overbearing insolence of the visitor, and she was so lovely withal, and her bearing was so instinct with majesty, that even Lindsay himself was awed to silence by the sight, and bowed respectfully as if in obedience to a superior power.
" We fear we have detained you, my Lord of Lindsay," said the Queen, without other acknowledgment of the salute of the ambassadors than a slight inclination of the head, " but a woman does not willingly receive even her enemies without some minutes spent at the toilette. Men, it is true, are less dependent on such ceremonies," she added, glancing significantly at Lindsay's rusty armor, and stained and torn doublet. "Good morrow, Melville," she continued, disregarding Lindsay's muttered apologies; " welcome to our prison-house, as you were always welcome to our palaces, for I believe you to be the same faithful servant in one as in the other."
Then she turned again to Lindsay, who was watching the door, impatiently awaiting Ruthven.
" You have there a trusty, albeit a somewhat weighty, traveling companion, my Lord," she said, pointing to the sword which he wore slung over his shoulder, " Can it be that you expected to meet, on your way hither, any enemy against whom to employ it ? If not, it is a strange
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